A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS... 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 




Original TESTED designs for 



All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 
As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant, Cal Smith packs ov< 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeol to a 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-polnt 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING .. .today! 




at your local newsstand 754 



If your news dealer cannot supply you, order by mail. Send to 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. CM Greenwich, Conneclicut. Order number 139 
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igaiinM in ii lily id* ntili »4 
A FAWCETT PUBLICATION, 

■ LASH UIUI WESTERN ■ FAWOTTI EUNNV ANIMALS 
THE (UNCLE GIRL • CAIIY HAYES WESTERN 




YOU CAN FOOL SOME OF 7 HE PEOPLE 

, ALL OF THE TIME...' IT'S AN 010 POUTI- 
, CAL ADAGE MNP THE MOST ASTOUNDING 
, CANDIDATE Of ALL TIME THOUGHT HE COULD 
1 SWEEP INTO THE HIGHEST OFFICE IN THE LAND 

I SIMPLY BY FOLLOWING SUCH A POLICY.' BUT 
CAPTAIN MARVEL JR t THE WORLD'5 MIGHT- 
IEST BOY, LEARNED TUB AMAZING TflUTH ABOUT 
8.A.NAITHAM IN TIME TO FOIL THE PLOT Of THE 

SPACE VOTERS.' 



„ JR.. Dk„ 1952. 
A ucond diu militr Nov. 8. 1946. « 
1952 by Fiwcall Public 



He iegiil>'*d a I 
fon'ign. $f?10 i. 



iiion*) oider. It. S. fundi. M»mb*r Audit Buruu oi r< 'dilution. PibjukJ taii-i.A 
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W*W/FTIY FREDDY IS OVERCOME} BOUND 
■ AND Gf>GGED,HE IS TAKEN INTO THE 
CONFERENCE ROOM J 



ME.' 



FOR YEARS, WE 
MARTIANS HAVE BEEN "\ 
> QUIETLY MOVING HERE J 
IN THE DI5SUI5E OF ■ 

* EARTH CITIZENS. 'WE'VE ) 
WORKED AND WAITED \ 

• FOR THE DAY WHEN 
THERE WOULD BE ENOUGH 
OF US TO ELECT C 
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CRIME ON TIME 



By John Martin 




MIGS CARSON threw a leg over the top 
of the prison yard wall and looked down. 
So far, go good, he thought. It had been 
tough planning an escape on only three days' 
notice, but he'd gotten that letter from Jamie. 
Jamie was sick again. Of course, Jamie had 
been sick before, but this time it sounded really 
serious. And Jamie was his key to a hundred 
thousand dollars in cold cash. 

Migs wriggled along the parapet until he 
came to the point at which it was nearest the 
ground, for the ground rose gently around the 
prison and was highest at the east end. In the 
darkness he could see little and moved slowly, 
frightened lest he make a noise that would give 
him away. It was important, he knew, that he 
have at least a few minutes' start on the ground 
before they discovered he was gone. Then the 
thought of what he was doing struck him like 
a cold knife in the heart and he paused, on 
the point of hazarding the twenty foot drop. 

What was he doing, he thought, tremulous- 
ly? He'd almost served his full term of ten 
years. Another six months and he'd be legally 
quit of debt to the state. Not exactly, of course, 
for he'd held out the location of the cache for 
the hundred grand he'd stolen from the Fourth 
National Bank. Many was the time he'd been 
offered a reduction in sentence if he'd tell, but 
he had always refused. And now — he ground 
his teeth angrily — he'd been forced to tip his 
hand, risk his neck again, by escaping in an 
attempt to protect the money. For he'd given 
the key to the safe deposit box to old Jamie, 
who he knew would never betray him. But if 
Jamie died . . . 

Migs Carson almost fainted in the bitter cold 
as he clung to the carpet. If Jamie died, there 
would be no one to pay the money on the 
safety deposit box rental. Long before his six 



months would be up, they'd open the box and 
find the money. He couldn't handle a thing 
like that from inside jail. He'd be bound to 
give himself away, for he knew prison mail was 
censored and read. And he had to get that key 
before Jamie died. If the key disappeared, that 
would merely place another obstacle in his path. 
He'd bp dodging cops in any case. 

Clenching his teeth and closing his eyes, 
Migs Carson jumped. He landed heavily in soft 
earth, but let his legs fold under htm at the 
instant of contact. A minute later, bruised and 
groaning under his breath, Migs limped away 
in the darkness. 

It was while he was going down the other 
side of the low hills, a mile north of the prison, 
that he heard the siren begin its banshee wail. 

Coming to the state road, Migs stepped out 
boldly on the black-top. About half a mite away 
he saw a car's headlights coming his way. He 
stepped back off the road, secured a thick, 
fallen branch and dragged it across the road. 
He knew it would be seen, that the car would 
have to stop to avoid hitting it. 

The big, powerful car roared down the road, 
its headlights throwing the thick branch into 
bright relief. A scream of brakes brought it to 
a halt and its sole occupant, a man, got out 
cursing and moved toward the branch. 

Migs came up silently behind him, a gnarled 
root in his hand. Suddenly, the man turned.' 

"Here, what the devil . . ." he began. Then 
his eyes widened in fear. Migs, unshaven, clad 
in coarse, unpressed prison clothes, was a fear- 
some sight. 

The heavy root came down with a sickening 
thud. Migs braced as the man went down. He 
lay still. Bending, Migs saw he'd caved the 
man's skull in. Again a chill went through him. 
Now, he knew, he'd burned his bridges behind 
him for good. Now he had to go through with 
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ft, ind fist. A murder rap would put htm away 
for keeps. 

Migs dragged the corpse off the road, changed 
clothes and hid the body in the brush. Minutes 
later, with the man's well-filled wallet nestling 
against his own chest, Migs drove off. 

An hour later the car was speeding into the 
city. 

Clipping corners where he could, Migs drove 
to Jamie's old boardinghouse. He parked hur- 
riedly opposite the dingy house, then hurried 
Dp the steps. The front door was open as he'd 
expected it to be. Up the steps he went, four, 
at a time, to the third floor. 

Then he saw it. Jamie's comforting little card 
on the door, with his name still on it. He hadn't 
been taken away to the hospital, then, Migs 
rejoiced. 

The door was locked. Cursing silently, not 
wanting to ask the landlady to open it for him, 
he knocked. There was no answer. Perhaps 
Jamie was out to a doctor or something, he 
thought. He returned quickly to the car and 
got a screwdriver from the tool compartment. 

Going back upstairs he looked around care- 
fully. Then, expertly, he placed the narrow end 
of the blade where it would do the most good 
and pushed hard. There was a sharp, but hardly 
audible snap. 

Instantly, Migs walked into the dark room 
and shut the door. Fishing around in the dark, 
he found a chair and set it against the door. 
He snapped on the lights. 

The room was empty, except for the lone 
closet. Jamie's clothes filled it. He found noth- 
ing In there. 

"Where is he?" he .grated to himself sav- 
agely. If Jamie had really been so sick . . . 

Behind him the door crashed open. Migs, 
startled, retreated toward the window outside 
which he had previously noticed a fire escape. 
He stopped as a blue-uniformed cop climbed 
in the window. Caught between cops as the 
room filled with them, he stared at the detec- 
tive who came in. 

"That's him, boys," the detective said, "Lcoks 
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just like his prison picture. That's Migs Carson, 
Handcuff him!" 

Suddenly Migs felt old and tired and beaten. 
He didn't resist when they snapped cuffs on 
him and went through his stolen wallet and 
asked him what he'd done with the man he'd 
stolen It from. He knew they'd find out soon 
enough and he knew the penalty for murder. 
He kept thinking: If only Jamie had been here 
sooner, even five minutes sooner, he'd have 
gotten the key and vanished. The copB didn't 
know where the safety deposit box was, though 
they'd find out if they had the key. He asked 
the detective where Jamie was. 

"Dead. He died this morning, early," the 
detective said and glanced at Migs whose face 
suddenly went white. "Yeah, he's dead," the 
detective continued. "The prison censor re- 
membered he was your only correspondent and 
remembered the address. When we got here 
half an hour ago, the landlady told us the 
undertaker had taken him away. We went over 
there." 

Curse Jamie, Migs thought. The key was 
lost now, forever. 

"The undertaker gave us this," the detective 
said, producing a key. Migs' eyes bugged out 
at the sight. "Jamie had given it to the doctor 
to give to the undertaker when he felt he was 
dying. He wanted it buried with him, for 
safety's sake, the undertaker said. He also left 
a note, just in case you got to the undertaker, 
telling you where the key was. Then we came 
back and saw the lights on." 

"BV/J1GS STARED at the key. It had all been 
A.WM use i e98- if he hadn't yielded to panic 
and broken jail, he'd have heard Jamie was 
dead the next week maybe. Now . . . poor 
Jamie, he thought, beginning to titter insanely, 
had been loyal to the last, burying the key in 
the only safe place he could think of — in his 
own coffin. Migs realized that he had only 
hurried his own death, for the penalty for 
murder was swift and surel 
THE END 
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\P1MH MARVEL JR. ISADS VAMPIRA 
"INTO THE DESERTED NIGHT CLUB J 
ME K/CKS OVER" A TABLE 7 

THERE'S PROOF „' RINGSIDE 
TABLES WIRED FOR. SOUND.' WHAT- 
EVER YOUR IMPORTANT SUE5T5 SAY 15 
TAKEN DOWN, SO THAT YOU CAM PLAY 
IT OFF LATER i VIA. BET" YOU'VE 
PICKED UP fl LOT OF VALUABLE 
SECRETS THAT WAY, 



CAPTAIN MAAVEL JR. 

f INCLUDING THE PLANS FOR 
r OUR BIG KOREAN OFFENSIVE J S 
WHEN YOU HEARD ABOUT THAT, 
YOU SENT YOUR PRI2E GORILLA 
TO SET THEM FOR YOU 

ISN'T WAT SO? _ 

"you're 



YOU MAY IE HURT ) IT'S TOO 
A LOT WORSE, IF <IATE.' I»YI 
YOU DON'T TURN ) ALREADY 
OVER THOSE ^TRANSMITTED 
PLANS TO M6 )THE INFORMA- 
RIGHT NOW') TION THE 
ATTACK HAS 
BEGUN .' IT WILL 




SOCKETING 
'THROUGH THE 
STRATOSPHERE AT 
CLOSE 70 THE SPEED 
OF LIGHT, CAPTAIN 
MARVEL JR. ARRIVES 
AT THE KOREAN 
J BATTLBFffONT BEFORE 
VAMP1RA EVEN MOVES! 

THE LOOK OF 
SURPRISE HASN'T 
FADED FROM HER 
FACE WWffN..- 
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I HAD A DISPUTE WITH A 
FELLOW SCIENTIST t I CLAlW 
THAT A PAPER DUG UP IN THE 
RUINS OP THIS CITY IN THE YEAR 
2398 A. O. PROVES THAT OWE 
OF YOUR SCIENTISTS INVENTED 
AW ARTIFICIAL METHOD OF 



I'VE CREATED THe 
FIRST GENUINE J ( HOLV 
DIAMOND EVER. \t MOLEV! 
MADE BY ARTIFICIAL 
MEANS ' 





PROFESSOR EPSEWIBS'S 
DISCOVERY PROVED THAT 
lt£7 Q CHENERY WAS RK5HT, 
AFTER ALL! THE PROFES- 
SOR SOLD HIS DIAMOND TO 
THE SCIENTIST FROM THB 
FUTURE SO HE COULD RETURN 
WITH IT AS PROOF OF HI9 
THEORY ' 



UNF0R7UNATELV, PROFESSOR 
EDGEWISE LOST Hl9 FORMULA 
SHORTLY AFTERWARD J AWO SO 
FAR i HE HASN'T BEEN ABLC TO 
REMEMBER tT '. BUT AT LEAST, 
WE KNOW THE FORMULA HASN'T 
BEEN LOST FOREVER '. IT'LL SHOW 
UP AGAIN —SOMSTIMB IN THE 
2398 A O. ' 




